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law, Mrs. Sunwood of Cockermouth. Deb was
for the dairy. Will away on some secret purpose
of his own. No one needed Judith. She stood,
listening to the stillness of the house, half-way up
the staircase, her fingers in her lip, considering.
She was an odd little creature, even as odd little
creatures go. She was very small, although made
in excellent proportion, save that her red hair,
which hung in ringlets, seemed weighty for her
head. Her complexion was pale and would always
be so: she had the horse - features of all the
Herries, prominent nose and cheek-bones. She
was, in fact, no beauty, but there was very much
character in her large and challenging eyes, the
resoluteness of her mouth. When she smiled
she could be very winning. She could also look
exceedingly impertinent, and, when angry, with
her red hair, her pale face, and perfectly balanced,
lightly swinging body, she could seem a flying
fury. She had tiny hands and feet; of these
already she was boastfully proud.

She was dressed in a red bodice with silver
buttons and a small orange hoop. She wore red
shoes. This was her best dress, bought for her
in Carlisle on a birthday by David Herries, who
alternately loved and hated her. She was sup-
posed to wear this grand dress only on very
special occasions; she put it on most days of the
week, but although she wore it so often it was as
fresh as when it was new* She had, from the
first, that gift of being as clean and spotless in all
her circumstances as a piece of china. That was
a dirty age, but Judith had always a passion for